ASTOUNDING! 
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EDS 



YOU HAVE CREATED TOO 

PERFECT AN IMAGE OF US , 

FOOLISH SCULPTOR/ MORTAL EYES" 

ARE FORBIDDEN TO SEE THE FORM 1 

k OF THE DEMONS OF HADES / YOU 

.TWO WITNESSES MUST DIE / 






Will, 

1 1: 


N 


\i i 


i * i 

i ■ 


H 1 


i.> i - ■ 


-»k i 


■u^zfl 








tBWI 




\ 



'The bonds William and I bowjfif- 

•ftr our counfnjs defense 

helped build a house ftr us! 



HOW U. S. SAVINGS BONDS PAID OFF 
FOR MRS. ROSE NYSSE OF BRISTOL, PA. 

"There's nothing more wonderful than a house 

and garden of your own," says Mrs. Nysse, 

"and no surer way to own one than to save for it 

through U. S. Savings Bonds and the 

safe, sure Payroll Savings Plan!" 





"In !!+■ 



:WiU 



aking U. S. 
Savings Bonds a part 
of our plan for financial 
security. I joined the 
Payroll Savings Plan 
at the Sweetheart Soap 
Co. where I work, and 
began buying a $100 
bond a month, knowing 















jcKji "Savings Bonds alone 




WM made a $5,000 down 




■1 payment on our house!" 




: S says Mrs. Nysse, "Al- 




b3H together, we've saved 




■ $8,000 just in bonds 


:.:' ■. ■ ' . .{ 


||ii bought through Payroll 


>! * ™ 


|fj|| Savings, and we are 


il 


llSi keeping right on. When 


• 


W§£S we retire, our bonds will 




"■:S make the difference be- 


K tween comfort and just 
s I getting by. Bonds offer 




■ a patriotic and practi- 




'1 cai way to security." 







Yoo can io what tfia Nysses are doing 
--ffie-Hm&to startis nov/! 

Maybe you can't save quite as much as 
William and Rose Nysse; maybe you can 
save more. But the important thing is to 
start now! It only takes three simple steps. 

1 . Make the big decision — to put saving first — 
before you even draw your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically, week after week, or month after month. 
Even small sums, saved on a systematic basis, 
become a large sum in an amazingly short time! 

3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 
You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the 
blessed free way of life that's so very im- 
portant to every American. 

FOR YOUR SECURITY, AND YOUR 

COUNTRY'S TOO, SAVE NOW— 

THROUGH REGULAR PURCHASE OF 

U. S. SAVINGS BONDS! 



BAFFLING MYSTERIES. July, 
York 13, N. Y. Entered as sc-.o 
Canton, Ohio. Single copies, 10 
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For months, exotically -lovely nissamarlo, owner of the songland bird shop, was so absorbed in 
a cross- breeding project, which she intended to enter into a contest of the local bird-lovers' 
society, that she worked herself almost to the point of a nervous breakdown . then one night, 
goaded into anger br the friendly joshing of her fiance, perry jackson, nissa revealed to him 
the secret result of her experiments, not knowing that thus she was unleash inq a cha/n gt 
macabre incidents that would engulf them all in a final , horrible doom / . 






A fTEXWAAOS...\ 

FassmnTs it was all over 

seemed to feel at peace aoaw/ 

and then, once more r became . 

human/ if -if it wasn't for the ^ 

horrible evidence before my eyes, 

i'd think that this had all been a 

nightmare/ what 

am i going 

TO DO? 




LEAVING THE SHOP, NISSA HURRIED TO 
THE APARTMENT OF HER PERSONAL 
PHYSICIAN. 



r I'LL TELL DR. JACOBY EVERYTHING/ 
I CAN TRUST HIM NOT TO BETRAY 
ME/ PERHAPS HE CAN HELP/ 





rmSSTOKf BEGAN BACK IN 193, WHEN ONE OF AMERICA'S 
WEALTHIEST FINANCIERS. BELDEN BROCKTON, WAS A SMALL. 
BOY IN OHIO. NEAR THE BCT/'S SCHOOL, A CERTAIN BLIND 
MAN USED TO TAKE HIS POST AT A STREET CORNER AND 
PLAY MELODIES ON HIS FLUTE . YOUNQ 8ROCKT0N FELT 
SORRY FOR THIS OLD MAN, AND MADE IT A PRACTICE: 
TO SHARE HIS SCHOOL LUNCH WITH HIM , FOR. WHICH 

THE BLIND BEGGAR WAS 

EXCEEDINGLY GRATEFUL... 



THE BLINDMAN WOULD PLAY THE SAME TUNS EACH 
DAY. BUT ONE PAi, HE HAD A SURPRISE 
FOR YOUNG BROCKTON... 



TWATVetf/iW, WHENTHE BOY'SOWN SPECIAL TUNE 
WAS PLAYED, A CAR, OUT OF ITS DRIVER'S 
CONTROL, JUMPED THE CURB. AND. . . 




/* THE STILL AND AWESOME DARKNESS JUST BEFORE DAWN, MARY KELLER, ALONE IN HER FURNISHED 
ROOM, WAS SUDDENLY AWAKENED BY A STRANGE SOUND. SHE SAT BOLT UPRIGHT IN BED, SWEAT READING 
HER FOREHEAD, HER SPINE CRAWLING WITH TERROR, AS HER HORRIFIED GAZE DISCOVERED AN INTRUDER 
IN THE ROOM, A SCREAM MOUNTED IN HER THROAT AND BROKE FROM HER LIPS 




NOTHING LEFT OF HIM BUT 
BUT THOSE SHREDS OF 
CLOTHING, AND A LITTLE 
PILE OF OUST/ THIS 
PAPER HE LEFT HERE - 



Astonished, many 
keller saw that the 
paper showed a map of 
the pennsylvania coal 
mine where hen father, 
steve keller, and a 

NUMBER Of OTHER MIN- 
ERS WERE SUPPOSEDLY 
KILLED, 20 YEARS A SO, 
THOUGH THEIR CORPSES 
WERE NEVER FOUND... 



The next day, at the executive officc 
of rock city coal m ini n s company.. 



THIS IS AN AUTHENTIC MAP ft-I DIDN'T 
OF THAT OLD MINE, WHERE /SAT/THAT IS, 
THE DISASTER OCCURRED, 
MISS KELLER/ THE X 
MARKS AN UNKNOWN 
SECTION/WHERE DID 
YOU SAY YOU GOT 
THIS MAP? 




' BUILDING IS BOAROED-UP, 
BUT IT SOUNDS AS THOUQH 
THERE ARE A BUNCH OF 
MINERS IN THIS OLD 
SALOON, WHOOPING IT UP 
LET'S 00 IN AND SEE/ 







r HURRY, STEVE/ LET'S GET W WAIT/ YOU SAY 
AWAY FROM THIS HORRID, -SB YOU ARE STEVE 
HAUNTED PLACE/ I'M SURE X KELLER'S DAUGHTER? 
MY FATHER, STEVE KELLER, \ I MUST TELL YOU 
WOULDN'T WANT US TO... ^--i SOMETHING/ 



I MUST TALK FAST/ I AM ONE OF 
THOSE, LIKE THE ONE WHO VIStTEO YOU IN 
YOUR ROOM, WHO NO LONGER RELISHES STAY- 1 
ING IN SLAVERY TO THE MINE MONSTER I J 
MARY KELLER, YOUR FATHER IS STILL 
ALIVE/ IMPRISONED IN SECTION X OF 

THE MINE/. 




I HAVE TURNED HIM INTO ( 
"DEATH -DUST," THE STATE 
INTO WHICH HE WOULD HAVE 
DECAYED LONG A GOj IF NOT 
FOR MY SUPERHUMAN.PRIM- 
EVAL POWER/ NOW , 
TO DESTROY T-— TRUN, 

YOU INTRUDERS/ ) ^MAHY^j 




^NO.NO/NOT FIRE/ TAKE IT 
AWAY/ THAT IS MY ONLY FEAR-- 
THE ONLY THING TO WHICH 
I'M VULNERABLE/ 




THE FLAMING 1/THE BULLETS | 
TORCH FRIGHTENED) FROM YOUR 
HIM AWAY / X CUN D0N ' T 




THEY'VE 
^COME HERE, 

AS THE 

\ MONSTER 

SAID THEY 

I WOULD/SEIZE 

THEM/ 




T&~tm$ THE TIME, WAITING, 
HOPING FOR RESCUERS TO 
APPmn, I BEGAN TO CHISEL 
OOrmtE GIANT'S FIGURE, 
ENGRAVED IN THE COAL GEO. 
SOON. 



OUCH/ CHOPPED MY ' 
FINGER WITH THAT BLASTED) 
CHISEL/ LOOK/ THE ORIPV 
PING BLOOD SEEMS TO BE * 
SEEPING INTO THE FIGURE'S) 
CHEST/ AND THE TREMORS ( 
AND VIBRATIONS ARE 
1 BECOMING MORE 
^NOTICEABLE/ j " 



YES> THANKS ™ 
TO YOUR LOOSEN- 





Then the trio's horrified 
haze turned to the remus 
of the mine monster. they 
saw that, cooling, he has 
solidified into a hard, 
metallic ash formation/ in 
awed silence, kir, mart amd 
her father left the scene 
of terror. months later, 
the rest of the mine was 
reopened. rut that one 
section was sealed off, 

FOREVER/ |tHe ENtt 




IN 191*, A YOUNG AMERICAN ARTIST ', PETER RENA/eR .WAS HARO 
AT WORK IN HIS PARIS GARRET STUDIO. PREPARING A PAINTING 
FOR THE GRANO PRIZE COMPETITION, TO BE HELD IN THE FALL. 
BUT TRY AS HE MIGHT. HE COULD NOT ACCOMPLISH A 
FINISHED CANVAS THAT SATISFIED HIM AS BEING GOOD) 
ENOUGH T(? ENTER IN THE COMPETITION... 






THE AMERICAN TURNED ASIDE FOR A MOMENT TO TURN 
ON THE LIGHT. THEN, WHEN HE FACED THE CORNER OF 
THE ROOM WHERE HE HAD SEEN THE STRANGE 
FIGURE. 




Ml CANVAS.. .THERE'S A BEAUTIFUL LAND- 1 
SCAPE PAINTED ON IT/ BUT THE SHEET WAS) 
BLANK WHEN i WENT TO BED / THEN THERE/ 
WA* SOMEONE HERE.' BUT WHO? w_^---W 






I 




^f&^^T-ZL:^— J 



RENNER. TOOK THE LANDSCAPE TO A NEARBY 
ART DEALER... 



RENNER DID NOT ENTER A WORK OP HIS 
OWN IN THE FALt S, BUT 

SUBMITTED ARMAND WRSfS LAND- 
BUT OF COURSE I RECOGNiaf THE STYLE .' IT % SCAPE A<£" AGENT" 'FORTH& DEADjVlAN, 
K THAT OF ARMAND LORET.%fHO ONCE UVEP (T WON FIRST PRIZE j 
IN THE SAME STUDIO WHERE YOU NOW LWE,J ; OF POSTHUMOUS' AWARDS; 
MONSIEUR. RENNER. .' THE POOR BOY 
COULD NOT SELL HIS PAINTINGS, AND 
ONE NIGHT HE COMMITTED SUICir= ' 




RENNER DID NOT 
TELL THe CIRCUM- 
STANCES OF HIS 
OBTAINING THIS 
LANDSCAPE 
UNTIL MANi 
YEAPS LATER. HE 
JUST LET THE 
JUDGES BELIEVE 
THAT THE PAINT- 
ING HAD BEEN 
PRESENTEO TO 
HIM BYARMANO 
LORET DURING 
THE LATTER 1 S 
LIFETIME. FOR 
HOW, INDEED, 
COULD HE 
EXPLAIN THIS 
BAFFLING 
MYSTERY OF 
A GHOSTS 
NIGHT VISIT? 




LOOK DOWN THERE, GARCIA 
CORDOBA/ IT IS EL TORO MORTO 
THE WILD BLACK BULL OF DEATH 
AN OMEN THAT ONJ.Y A WITCH CAN. 
UNDERSTAND t 
HEE-HEEF P GARCIA , I AM 




Maria was far from a cowardly, 
young lady. yet, she was afraid/ 
and her fear was of things she 
could not know, nor foresee, nor 
judge. . maria did not fear the 
fierce black bull who roamed. the 
countryside ,wild, but she feared 
something strange and terrible 
which was still only a shadow of 
things to come/ 



A SHORT nAft LATER, AT THE 
ED&E OF THE LORCA BURIAL 
PLOT, NEAR WHICH JUAN UVED 
ALONE IN A PILAPIDATED . 
SHA CK. . . P HMWB— 1 1 




THIS 15 THE SWORD AND CAPE 
YOU CARRIED SO BRAVELY MANY 
YEARS AGO, MY FATHER/ BUT 4 
WHY 'IS IT THAT YOUR SON HAS 
NEVER HEARD THE ARENA RING 
WITH HIS OWN PRAISEPWHY IS 
IT I GROW OLD— A CLUMSY 
PICADOR SCORNED BY ALL THE 

MATADORS? 




YOU WERE BRAVE, MY FATHER, LIKE 
YOUR FATHER BEFORE YOU/ BUT I AM 
A COWARD, A BRAGGART/ AND BECAUSE 
I OFTEN HATE MYSELF FOR WHAT I 
AM, I HAVE EVEN ABANDONED MY 
WIFE AND BEAUTIFUL DAUGHTER, TO 
LIVE ALONE WITH MY HUMILIATION/ 



Hearing the sudden, sharp snort, 
juan wheeled to face the wild 
black bull of death / 



EL TORO MORTO/ IT IS A SIGN/ IT 
IS THE WILL OF MY ANCESTORS -<C 
THAT THE BULL OF DEATH COMES 
HERE TONIGHT/ 



The feel/no that came to 

juan ms STRANGE AND EWU' 
RATING. FOR W£ FIRST TIME Of 
HIS LIFE, HE W AS NOT AFRAID 
OF ANYTHING/ 




With greedy haste, greta summoned forth 
her flunkies of evil to prepare a grave for 
JUJiff. and then, at last, when all was ready 

COME FORTH FROM THE FRESH DUG 
EARTH OF YOUR GRAVE INTO THE MIDNIGHT 
AIR, SPIRIT OF OUAN / HEAR THE VOICE OF 
GRETA/SPIRIT OF JU^N , FOLLOW THE VOICE 
. OF GRETA TO YOUR VENGEANCE ON THE 



YOUR HOUR OF ^M 
REVENGE OVER THE \| 
MATADORS HAS COME / 
YOUR DAYS OF SEETHING 
HUMILIATIONS ARE OVER, 
- YOU OBEY THE 
VOICE OF GRETA /Jj 





DO NOT WORRY, LITTLE 
ONE/ IT (S WITHOUT 
BOASTING THAT I FEEL 
I SHALL KILL ELTORO 
MORTO, WHERE MY 
FRIENDS HAVE 
.FAILED / 




EACH NIGHT,- AFTER A VICTORIOUS BOUT IN 
THE ARENA ASTRIDE HIS BULL QF DEATH, JUAN. 
RETURNED TO HIS GRAVE IN THE LQRCA 
BURlAL PLOT...AND THEN IT NO LONGER 
SEEMED TO HIM THAT HE WAS A CONTEMPTIBLE 
PICADOR IN A COMPANY OF SPLENDID 7VRREROS. 




P'SUBOEt&Y, BEF QH£mHJAN '$ 
trise EYES. " 
YOU HAVE NOT DONE 
WELL, JUAN / YOU ARE 
COWARD STILL, RIDING ON THE 
SACK OF A BULL/ YOU 
BETRAYED THE HONOR OF 
LORCAS BY YOUR ACT OF 




Before the startled " 
carabineer could move to 
stop her, maria mad shot 
at the bull char sins 

GARCIA/ 




' MARIA, MY OWN /YOU 6AVE YOUR 
LIFE TO EL TORO HORTO, TO SAVE 
MINE /MY HEART BREAKS/ j— -" 




Garcia cordoba, as 
greta the witch 
prophesied, lived 
to fight many 
great bulls after 
el toro mqrto.but 
no matter how 
wildly the crowd 
cheered the daring 
and skill of its 
favorite hero, it 
always seemed 
that garcia wel- 
comed death in the 
way he fought...for 
his face was for- 
ever sad and 
1 suited well his 
new name.'garcia 
the melancholy" 
first matador of 
seville— and 
finally of all 

SPAIN f - .,--,-„- ,- 

iTHEEHPl 



THE IMAGE OF DOOM 



I am still dazed as I ponder the strange series of 
events that has led me to this fearsome accursed 
chamber. And yet, I should not mind, for soon my 
ceaseless torment, my dread anguish will depart and 
I shall experience eternal rest and everlasting peace. 

I shall attempt to set down these occurrences which 
destroyed my happiness and blighted my life. 

Until a short time ago, my wife and 1 were delir- 
iously happy and content. Surely, there was no other 
couple on the face of the Earth as blissful as we. 
It seemed all our waking thoughts were concerned in 
some minor acts by which we might please one 
another. She would cater to my every little whim : 
and I, in return, would seek some personal pleasure 
of mine which I could sacrifice for but a smile from 
her lips. 

Oddly enough, one matter which I'd never brought 
to light, and of which she was totally unaware, was 
my intense dislike for all animals, pets in particular. 
No doubt, this prejudice, of mine could be traced back 
■ to some unpleasant experience I'd had as a child, but 
which I'd never tried, to analyze. 

Upon arriving home, one late Summer's day, I 
discovered, to my annoyance, that my wife had pro- 
cured a cat from somewhere and had decided to 
make a pet of the animal.- 1 frowned upon the very 
thought, but made every attempt to conceal this fact 
from my wife. For, as I have already stated, she was 
completely unaware of my idiosyncrasy. 

At any length, I resolved not to show my dis- 
pleasure, for I realized my attitude to be narrow- 
minded. And above all, I desired to satisfy and 
indulge my 'wife. The cat (Satan was his name) . 
proved to be an even-tempered beast and well-man- 
nered and, considering these facts, I opined that it 
would not take long before I too should develop a 
fancy to him. 

He was, I will admit, a beautiful animal — almost 
completely black with a sleek, shiny coat of fur and 
gleaming, green eyes, The only thing that kept it 
from being entirely black was an irregular circle of 
white on its left side and within the circle, three black 
dots were set in a triangular pattern. With some 
imagination, one might regard this odd design as a 
primitive drawing of a face, the three dots repre- 
senting the eyes and nose. 

As, time passed, I found, in reverse of my expec- 
tations, Satan's presence annoying. If I should at- 
tempt to read some book or paper, he would leap 



into my lap and nestle himself comfortably and 
indicate his desire to be caressed and petted. When 
laboring over some household chore, he'd consist- 
ently crawl between my legs or thrust himself upon 



Unable to bear his attentions any longer, I be- 
gan to shoo Satan away. I even kicked and abused 
him in an attempt to discourage his advances. For 
a while, this maltreatment proved fruitless, but later 
as he came to understand, I detected, in my wife, an 
attitude of annoyance. This displeasure in her, being 
the last thing I wanted to arouse, I decided to Curb 
my violent temper, ' 

Now, as I made friendly advances toward Satan, 
he avoided me. When I entered the room he oc- 
cupied, he would either show his resentment or 
saunter out with what I regarded as an arrogant air. 
Without thought or reason, I resented Satan's very 
right to express his annoyance at my approach. And 
yet, considerate of my dear wife's emotions, I hesi- 
tated to act on my resentment at first. 

Then came that dreadful night,. The desire to take 
him up in my arms, to make friends with him, be- 
came overwhelming. Satan seemed to detect this, 
and very cleverly managed to disappear as I labored 
to seek him'out. Our house was'Iarge and for so 
small an animal it was not difficult to discover sev- 
eral places in which to hide. Yet, I was determined. 
I was certain thaf,once I held him close and bestowed 
my affections, he would most assuredly understand. 
But he was nowhere to be found. 

' Almost* to the point of exasperation, I resolved 
on a means with which to locate him. I started in 
the basement, covering every nook and cranny. No 
corner was overlooked and at length, positive that 
he wasn't there, I ascended the stairway and bolted 
the door, insuring his inability to escape me while I 
searched above. For almost an hour I feverishly 
sought him out. Finally, completely worn and 
weary, I deduced that he was not in the house and I 
settled down in my favorite easy, chair. 

I had plunged the room into semi-darkness, as 
this seemed restful. I must have dozed off, for upon 
recovering my senses, I was unable to recall how 
long I'd been there. And as I sat, trying to recollect 
my thoughts, I became uneasy, seeming to sense 
another presence in the room. Slowly, I focused my 
glance from one place to another until, with a shud- 
der, my eyes fell upon an Cerie, horrible, penetrating 
si^ht. 



Across the room, from beneath an end-table in a 
dark comer, I saw a hideous, miniature, grinning 
skull staring up at me. So shocked was I for the 
moment, that I remained petrified! 

But as I stared, another object took form around 
this revolting sight. I blinked. Sure enough, lying 
there in the darkness was Satan. And the skull, that. 
terrifying Image Of poom, was nothing more than 
the indefinite splotch of white on Satan's left side, to 
which I have alluded earlier. The irregular circle of 
white fur had taken on a more definite outline and 
the three, small, black spots represented the hollow 
eyes and nose of the skull. 

It took but a moment to recompose myself and 
recall the efforts in which I had indulged earlier. In 
a sudden movement, I was on my feet and had closed 
the door, securing the beast within the four walls 
of that room. Then, I turned in Satan's direction. 
Immediately, be was on his feet, his back hunched 
up in apparent fright. He hissed loudly as I ap- 
proached and as I reached out a hand to pet him, 
be darted away. 

I followed him from one side of the room to the 
other, until he suddenly found himself trapped in 
a corner. Once more, I reached out and suddenly 
withdrew my hand with a jolt of pain. The terrified 
beast had sunk his claws deep into my flesh. My en- 
tire frame throbbed violently for a moment. With a 
devilish fury, I grasped the monster by the neck and 
lifted him from the floor. Turning, I bounded 
through the door and down the basement steps. Ap-' 
parently aware of its impending fate, the beast Strug- . 
gied furiously to break my grip. 

I darted across the basement room, hurled open 
the furnace door and thrust Satan within the metal 
confines, where hungry flames licked ravenously. The 
piercing shrieks which lasted for but a moment, 
chilled me to the very marrow. 

On the day following the deed, which I managed 
to keep secret from my wife, several neighbors in- 
formed me of a strange phenomenon, emanating 
from the chimney of my house. I stepped out to view 
-. it and it seemed, upon first sight, that my pounding 
■heart would burst'! There, formed in the smoke issu- 
ing forth from the chimney, was the shape of a skull ! 

Try as I might, I could not dismiss the sight from 
my mind. It was shortly after that 1 detected in my 
wife, more than a suspicion on her part of the role 
I had played in disposing of Satan. Tormented be- 
yond endurance over the guilt I held buried in my 
breast, 1 sought some means to atone. This mani- 
fested itself in my personally procuring another cat, 
so similar in appearance to Satan that one "would ■ 
hardly have been able to tell them apart. This new 



pet, whom I also named Satan, surprisingly enough 
bore the exact same markings on its left side as the 
first cat . . . an indefinite splotch of white fur with 
three black spots set at a triangle. Were I super- 
stitious enough to believe in reincarnation, I should 
not have doubted it £o be the same cat. 

For a short while, happiness reigned supreme in 
our home. But, in time, the exact opposite of my 
anticipations were realized. The presence of this new 
pet would only bring to mind my heinous crime " 
against the former. But this was not all. As before, 
the irregular pattern on Satan's left side gradually 
began to take on a definite shape. Day by day, I 
noticed the change. The design was slowly trans- 
forming itself into the Image Of Doom! Consist- 
ently, I attempted to avoid the animal, but the more 
I repulsed him, the more he would bestow his loath- 
some caresses upon me. At night, I would suddenly 
awaken with a start to find the beast seated on my 
chest, its red tongue licking at my face. 

At last, unable to bear up under the strain any 
longer, I seized him and prepared to make for the 
furnace in the basement once more. But this time, 
my wife was alert and attempted to arrest my actions. 
In a rage, I struck her, and in falling her head 
must have struck a molding, for I detected not the 
slightest movement in her. Upon investigation, I 
discovered she was dead. 

What demoniacal thoughts possessed me, I do not 
know! But upon regaining my senses later, I realized 
that I had thrown both my wire and the cat into 
the roaring inferno! 

It was but a few days later that some policemen 
visited the premises. Without my knowledge, several 
of the neighbors had contacted them, informing 
them of my wife's disappearance. Despite my fabri- 
cation that she had gone out of town to visit, they 
persisted in examining the house. I accompanied 
them in their search and when, at length, they de- 
scended to the basement, my breath grew more rapid. 

They were most quiet during the search, but as 
they prepared to depart, one of them accidentally 
kicked the coal shovel, It fell against the furnace 
with a loud clang and then, suddenly, there arose 
the most fearful wail — a hollow moaning, enough to 
turn one's blood to ice! They turned. One of them 
fldng open the furnace door and out bounded Satan, 
very much alive! The pile of charred bones, mixed 
with the ashes were soon analyzed. 

But now my .brain is pounding mercilessly and I 
can recount no more. There are footsteps coming 
down the corridor — coming for me. My torment wilt 
soan be ended! '» 

THE END 



VICTIM 










f D- DON'T SHOOT 
IT'S PROFESSOR 
OARNAO... WHAT'S 
LEFT OF HIM/ 


HIM/ ) 


1 HEE/ HEE/ IT WILL Y 
GET US ALL... J- JUST I 
AS IT GOT JOHN... * 

HE WOULDN'T LISTEN/ 
LNOW LOOK AT HIM / jf 
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"BUT IT WAS TOO LATE/ tl HAD 
DEVELOPED LIFE AND SEL F - 
MOTIVATION. 




r IT IS ROLLING 

TOWARD ME / THIS 

GUN IS MY ONLY 

CHANCE TO 




jl HORRIBLE NAUSEA SWEPT OVER PETE, AS THE 
PROTOPLASMIC MASS WAS ABOUT TO ENVELOP 
HIS BODY... IN DESPERATION, PETE FUMBLED 
FOR THE HATCHES IN HIS POCKET. 



The matchbook flamed up and pete hurled 
it into the mass of horror that wanted tv | 

CONSUME HIS BODY / f~ 





OH... HOW, Nj 


T THAT ACID THERE 




HORRIBLE/ , 
POOR < 


...IF FIRE HURT , 
IT ONCE ...THIS m 


OAR NAD /) 


ACID SHOULD 
3 DESTROY IT 


'-^~ O^ 


|t FOREVER/ J 
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PETE hurled the crock OF AGIO AT: 
THE MONSTER'S HEAD... THE CROCK 
SHATTERED, DOUSING IT WITH TH E FIERY 

acid/ $^S ==E£;(smi2in ^~~ 





*~me bonds we bought for our 
countrys defense bought and 
helped equip our farm!" 

Ik MR. AND MRS. CHARLEY L. WHATLEY OF CUTHBERT, GA. 
||^ CAN TELL YOU— IT'S PRACTICAL AS WELL AS 

PATRIOTIC TO BUY BONDS FOR 



Mr. Whatley inspects a beehive 
on his 202-acre Georgia farm. 
"My wife and I wouldn't own a 
farm, clear, today," he says, "if it 
weren't for U.S. Savings Bonds. 
They're the best way to save." 



Charley Whatley says, "Mrs. Whatley and 
I joined the Payroll Savings Plan in 1943. 
Our pay averaged about $40 a week apiece 
and we put about a quarter of it into 
bonds. We had saved 56,925 by 1950." 



"$4,000 in bonds bought us our farm and 
house, more bonds went for a new truck, 
refrigerator and electric range. We're still 
holding about $1,800 in bonds. Everybody 
should buy U.S. Savings Bonds!" 



"Ik Whatleys' story can be your stoiy-foo ! 



Your dream can come true, just as the 
Whatleys' did. Start now! It's easy! Just 
take these three simple steps: 

1. Put saving first before you even draw 
your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically. Even small sums saved this way 
become a large sum amazingly soon! 

3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 

Your gooert: n 



You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the free 
way of life that's so important to us all. 



U. S. SAVINGS BONDS 

ARE DEFENSE BONDS- 
BUY THEM REGULARLY'. 

s donated by this publication in cooperation 
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Reducing Specialist Savs: 

LOSE WEIGHT 



un dib wai rial 




W^« 



REDUCE 



Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 



ELECTRIC 

Spot V 
Seduce* C 





tvrkiih bill hi— MASSAGE! 



TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT! 



Don't Stay FAT- You Can LOSE 



KER/S IKE a mactic wand, the "Soot w ' lh ** sf °^ bedum* you to 

Rvux.-dw Si» *»;,* s;~s,;zsr. SivSS 

^** wish. Most any part of your Sip>. dmi. nccv, ihJgtn nrms, but 

body where it is loose ond flabby, "9 e breots do~n fatti tissues. 

wherever you have extra weight and ™" d n ° d W k«^ n,™ and ™ 

inches, the "Spot Reducer" can aid 

you in acquiring a youthful, slenc'er 

and graceful figure. The beauty of 

this scientifically designed Reducer 

is that the method Is so simple and 

easy, the results quick, sure and 

harmless. No exercises or strict diets. 

No steambaths, drugs or laxatives. 



YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! % 



Moil It* co.pcn with ont, SI fa, you, Spa, K,du C e, en approval. Pay p 0! , ma a BilHTHB] 
SS.M plus delivery— or <ead J9.95 {lull pried and we >hip poslagt prepaid. U« »»m» | IH».l«tl | J 
it for len da,, m your own heme. Then if no* delighted 
purchase price refund. Don 'I delay! You hove nothing u 
tasting., undesirable pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON not 

ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS 



warn Jf 



n 



CAN'T SLEEP; 



MUSCULAR ACHE5: 

A handy helper for transient 
relief of discomforts lhal 
can be aided by gentle. 



USED BY EXPERTS I 



ORDER IT TODAY, i- 




